2                         LAST

Of all the sciences, geography finds its origin in
action, and what is more, in adventurous action of the
that appeals to sedentary people who like to dream
of arduous adventure in the manner of prisoners dream-
ing behind bars of all the hardships and hazards of
liberty dear to the heart of man.

Descriptive geography, like any other kind of science,
lias been built on the experience of certain phenomena
and on experiments prompted by that unappeasable
curiosity of men which their intelligence has elevated
into a quite respectable passion for acquiring knowledge.
Like other sciences it has fought its way to truth
through a long series of errors. It has suffered from
the love of the marvellous, from our credulity, from
rash and unwarrantable assumptions, from the play
of unbridled fancy.

Geography had its phase of circumstantially extrava-
gant speculation which had nothing to do with the
pursuit of truth, but has given us a curious glimpse of
the mediaeval mind playing in its ponderous childish
way with the problems of our earth's shape, its size,
its character, its products, its inhabitants. Cartography
was almost as pictorial then as are some modern news-
papers. It crowded its maps with pictures of strange
pageants., strange trees, strange beasts, drawn with
amazing precision in the midst of theoretically con-
ceived continents. It delineated imaginary kingdoms
of Monomotapa and of Prester John, the regions in-
fested by Hons or haunted by unicorns, inhabited by
men with reversed feet, or eyes in the middle of their
breasts.

All this might have been amusing if the mediaeval
gravity in the absurd had not been in itself a wearisome
thing. But what of that! Has not the key science of
modem chemistry passed through its dishonest phase